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the Depth of Water in a Tide-
invaded House,

*You felks up here, with yoursquares
of giant«ribired buildings to dull the
wind and natuarally fortified coasts that
take the main brunt of havoe, get very
little idea of an equinoetial gale as the
term is construed down south,” =aid a
woman at breakfast the other morning
in allusion to the morning papers’ re-
ports of the storm’s work on the
Georgia coast.

*“The damage to the rice crops is
heavy,'” she read. *I know just what
that means. and there are only a few
people suved of the entire little colony
living on an island. 1 have a vivid
ilea of how that is also. Not so mony
Nears ago I, in company with the other
boarders at a seaside hotel, stood on
the piazza just after daybreak of a
morning following a fearful night and
saw there houses in turn break loose
from the last props and lashings that
held them and float out to sea, falling
to pieces when they got fairly in the
breakers like many  fHimsy glued
boxes. They were not mere shanties
or indifferently built either.
They had stout timbers. were two stor-

ald
honses,

ies, with many rooms and long pinzzas
and each one anchored—it
posed firmly

asis the custom with wooden

Wis sup-

to the piles deep driven,

They had been owned and lived in by
the sun-

Thev were .:"“7 sO many

same families stimmer after

mer for years,
eluteh of

chips, mere nolhings in the

the storm. Naoa. There was nobody in
them, The tenants had realized their
danger and got cut hours bhefore. and
had saved some of their things, but
the sight of those houscs floating off
and going to picees with the  wind
biowing—1 forget how many miles an
hour—and the lightship's distress guns
huﬂl]lil]_.‘_' out every so minjg SCCONGS
made an impression likely fo be re-
membered. That storm, however, was
not a record breaker, They have had

worse ones off the Caroling and Georgia

coast before and since; but the whaole
experience was new to mwe. and U'm
afravd I quailed agood deal. The native

iwuplf',:hn.-.'. acctisfomid to: i'tl.:..t-l‘i.’l;;
there. did not seem o mind so muen;
but our black nurse was znshen with

fear and so upset that we conldn’t Tet
|

her hold ihe baby at all. Neither could
we lay him down. because we were on
the lookout to leave the house at

minute.

“All during the night the men made
trips a quarter of an nour apari 1o
the ground flcor to sce how high the
water had risen., We had all taken ref-
nge in the seeond story and left the
things below i{o shif{ for themselves.
We could hear them bumping about
ominously down there; a report soon
came that the water was as high as
the second rung of the dining-roem
chairs. Befeore long it was up to the
top of ilie table,

"By aegrees the depth of water,
mea=urca m ail calmness and equabil-
ity by oid hands and steady heads at
Lthie business, gol more and more alarm-
ing, even to those of a dispassionate

turn of ihinking. and then canme the

verdict that if in the next quarter of

houses., |

any |
|

THE BOURBON NEWS. PARI

TWO CITIES.

Two cities lsing together—
One full of dus: and strife,
And the weary, hopeless, battle
For gain and fume and life.

The other, crowded with people,
Yet oh! so calm and still,

With the green grass like a carpet,
Unsoiled on vale or hill,

There are feet within the city,
But they seem pontent 1o resig

And hands that ;ie close folded
Over each tranguil breast:

And eyes that behold no beauty
In earth, or sea, or sky;
And hearts that have ceased their
throbbing.
Full satisfied, they lie,

In the flood of noentide glory,

In the moonlight's peaceful glow;
Peasant and lord together,

As the seasons come and go.

Two citles upon the borders
Of a river dark and wide—
One where the people tremble
To cross the swelling tide,

And enter the icy waters
With prayers and bated breath;
This is the land of the living—
The river, the men call Death.

One step and the other city,
‘With its shafts of marble white
Marking the narrow dwellings,
Looms up before our sight.

Some day we shall join the sleepers
Who rest beneath the sod,

And live in "God's silent acre,”
That never a foot hath trod.

~—Lizzie DeArmond, in Ohio Farmer.

An Army Wite.

BY CAPTAIN CHARLES KIRG.

A

[Copyrighted, 18¢6. by F. Tennyson Neely.]

SYNOPSIS.

S ——— -

Chapter I. — Fannie McLane, a young|

i to visit the Graftons
at Fort Sedzwick. Her sister tries to dis-
suade her, Randolph Merriam (whom
she had jilted for old McLane) and his bride
are stationed there.

Chapter Il.—Fannie McLane's w
causes family feeling. A foew months later
she, while traveling with her husband,
meets Mcerriam, on his wedding trip

Chapter 111.—Some time previous to this
Merriam had gone on a government sur-
vey, fallen ill, and had been nursed by Mrs,

widow, invited

as

pdding

Tremaine and daughter Florence., A hasty
note from DMrs, Mcl.ane's stepson takes
him to. the plains.

Chapter IV.—Young MceLane dictates to
Merriam, a dvyving message, which is sent
to Parry (a young Chicago lawyver and
brother-in-iaw of Mrs. MeLane) Reply

causes Merriam to swocen. He is taken to

the Tremaine's: calis for Florence.
Chapter V. — Engagement of Florence
Tremaine to Merriam is announced; wed-

ding shortly follows,
Chapter VI.—Mr. McLane is mysterious-
ly shot in San Franec:co. Merriam is
greafly excited when he reads account in
papers. While still in mourning Mrs, Me-
Lane prepares to visit Fort Sedgwick.
Chapter VIIL.—Mrs. MeLane

arrives at
the fori. Merriam is startled at the news,
and he and his wife absent themselves
from the formal hgp that evenine.
Chapter VIII. — Mr. and Mrs. Merriam
pay their respects to the widow on an
evening when she would be sure {o have
| many other callers. When the ecall is

returned Merriam is away, and his wife

fplmds fllness as excuse for not secing
| her. Mrs. McLane receives telegram: “Ar-

rested, Chicago. Your uncle stricken—par-
alysis. You will be summoned. Secure

| papers, otherwise lose everything. C. M.”

, She faints and Is revived with difficulty.

| Chapter IX.—Mrs. McLane desires to see

Merriam. Grafton persuades him to go,

| but the widow postpones the meeting till
! next noon.

i Chapter X.—Florence learns Merriam
1has been to see Mrs. McLane, and in a
!storm of passion will not allow him

| to explain. Shortly after Merriam is in-
| tercepted by Fannie McLane as he is pass-
. Ing through Grafton’'s yard. Florence wit-
| nesses the meeting, which she supposes
i has been prearranged, and swoons.

! Chapter XI.—Mrs. McLane begs Merriam
' for papers given him by her stepson, but
which he tells her were all forwarded to

an bhour it rose an inch higher, we ' Parry. Merriam upon leaving her learns
must all leave tae house. I seems that, ! of a rald by greasers upon the stables who

to those versced in the behavior of
the tide and the ways of storms sush
as we were going through, the crisis
was at bhand; the eritical moment,
when eitheér the water would go on
rising aud maybe topple over (I mean
undermine) the house, or else begin
to go down, ar, at any rate. leave off
coming up. {t is neediess to say that
that quarter of an hour was pasced
by me, at least, ou tenter hooks and
with buted breath, and by Mary, the
black nurse. who had abdicated her
oftice, with stiffened museles and an
aftitude of prayer. Capt. W——, amy
husbaud. beine a man, was of course
obligee io be oulwardly brave along
with ali thie oller men, but | knew he
was trembling towardly, being no mose
accustemed (o such nerve-straining
exigencies than 1 was, We had both
been raiscd i o good old Conrectivut
town where weather cuts
such quiies. Neing a eivil engimeer and
getlting au appoiniment 1o supervise

the rever

government work on the :-;mrhmnl

coast, he gladly nceopied the post,
I went dewn 1o keep him compary.

“Where were we to zo if we had to
leave home? OL. to the fori.
There'sa rugged old revolutionary fort
on the tsiand, resovied to habitually
as a place of refuge in storm time. We
fhidn’t have to go to it. At the end of
the eventful quarter of an hour, wait-
ed for, walch in haud, by the commit-
1ee on davger, the descent below sta'rs
was muace, and word shouted up that,
although the watcr hadn't zone down
any. it bhadn't risen. The would
soun be on the inre and we were safe.”
=-N. X Sun.

th

fide

filke Taik,

He—Dearest. the tyre of my heart
has been punctured by the tacks of
your charms. DBe mne, and let
tandem through life.

She—How sweel and strange! You
have scorehed your way inte iy affee-

us ride

had killed one of the guanils and woundad
another.

CHAPTER XI.—CoNTINUED.

There was no difficulty in learning at
the wretched shack at the edge of the
reservation which way they had gone.
Nine at least were in the party, and the
hoof tracks led away southwestward
across the flat until they struck the line
of the railway, two miles west of the
Junction. Here there seemed to have
been a brief halt, discussion, possibly a
divide, and a split. Two horses had
crossed the track and gone south; the
others, veering westward, had “lit out”
for the Santa Clara, and Randy Mer-
riam, a trifle hungry now, was wishing
with all his heart he had gone first to
Florence, and left the inspection of the
stables until afterwards.
where about two o'clock when they
| started. The men were booted ™ and
spurred, but Merriam was in ordinary
trousers, and the troop horse he rode
was quick to find the spur was gone
and slow to mind the heel. The MeClel-

It was some-

ANd i lan saddle, too, with its upright pommel

and cantle, worried him after the ease
' of his own Whitman. When dawn eame
he was well-nigh ready to give up the
| chase after fording the Santa Clara and
finding the trail had turned northwest-
ward, when a sharp-eyed trooper swore
he could see the guarry making for the
foothills and not two miles ahead; so
Merriam borrowed a single spur and
pushed vehemently, vigorously on.
Then broad daylight came, and there
could be no doubt they were gaining.
The chase was hot. The pursued were
tossing off saddle bags, riatas, and oth-
erdetachable horse furniture to lighten
their weight, but they stuck to their
guns and ammunition. Merriam’s men

than six being well up within suppor:-
ing distance, when the faet that they
were in range of the greasers was dem-
onstrated by the zip and sing of a bul-

tions. and 1T caunat backpedal against | let close alongside.

yoor attraclions. Isurrender the han-

“That's business.,” muttered the

dle bar of my 1ife to your hinds, and  trooper who rode close on his left rear.

am snure vou will steer aar united lives
wiselv,—Hlustrated American.

L The Mcan Trick lHe Played.
“Watts—It scems the police keep a
wateh on

That's wnat thcy are

w ose: suu be got clesr.-
n Siar

. -

T 3

“*Shall | try a shot, sir?"
Merriam shook his head.
tion had few points in

The situa-
ite favor.

capture the gang. Randy had ridden

that ! bard. vet over many a mile had he asked

. himself the question—Suppese they re-
sist arrest, what's to be done? He had
no warrant. [le was ot even a deputy
humblest comn-
stituent of a posse comi*atus. If he or
biz men reivrzed their Sre and shot

were considerably strung out, not more

Obedient to his orders to pursue and |

—pd
- &

L)
R | _'- 1
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dictment for murder would be hanging
over his head, if not hanging him in the
course of a fortnight. True, there was
no sheriff within 70 miles, and long be-
fore the civil authorities could be
brought into play the murderers of
Brady would be scattered all over the
face of the earth. All the same, under
the strict interpretation of the eivil
Jaw, Lieut, Merriam knew that he and
his people had no more business trying
to arrest these renegades than they had
to vote at a territorial election. In
poiut of fact, like many another officer
and man, soldier of Unecle Sam on the
broad frontier, he was aware of the faet
that even a horse thief had more eivil
rightsthan the trooper. Hisexpedition,
therefore, in the eye of the law was
nothing more nor less than a lawless
dash, winding up in a possible free
fight, and all against the peace and dig-
nity of the people of New Mexico. Per-
haps Buxton knew this, too, but the or-
ders he gave were peremptory, and Mer-
riamneverstopped to reply, reason why,
or expostulate. But now when the
renegades began to shoot the reasoning
why had to be done. His men were hot

{ for battle—so was he—Dbut the nation

expects of its officers that, no matter
what the temptation, provocation or ex-
asperation, they keep cool heads and
tempers, only £hoot when the law per-
mits, but then shoot te kill. No claim
of self-defense could be allowed. They
were the pursuing and therefore the
attackingparty,and, though these Mex-
icans were followed red-handed, hot-
footed, there could be no question what
a civil jury would say if any of their
dingy hides were punctured by the balls
of a brutal soldiery.
Zip—bang!—a second shot.
o-g-o wrrrrr—bang! another, and Corp-
oral Butts ducked his head and swore
and Trooper Mullen's charger squealed
and lunged and kicked viciously with the
seam of a bullet secathing his flank and
plowing the haunch. They were clos-
ing on the ruflians fast, then. and the
temptation was overpowering. “I can’t
ride my men in to be shot down like
‘ growled Randy. *“In for a penny

-
e
Irllin

e
(0gs,

in for a ponrnd., They started it, any-
wan.” he said 10 himself, then turned in
saddie o waved high his forage cap.
“Close np! Close up, men!™ he eried,
meanine 1o draw rein, slacken speed a

bit, and get all Lis party together be-
fore closing for action. The Mexicans
were plainly winded. Their half-starved
brutes had carried them under bloody
spurring as far as they counld and were

nrow barely staggering along. What
their riders dreaded was summary

stringing up to the railway telegraph
peles if captured. Better die fizchting,
said the leader, and fight it was,

They were close to the entrance of a
little ravine that set in among the bar-
ren siopes from the open ground to the
east. All the way from the Santa Ciara
the ascent had been gradual but dis-
tinetly marked, and just as the fore-
most rider spurred around the shoulder
of the hillside his panting broncho
stumbled, went down, rolled helplessly
over and lay there dead to kicks, curses
or blows. Three of the gang lashed on-
ward, leaving their countryman to his
fate, but two of them, better nerved,
reined up, alighted, and, throwing
themselvesflat upon the ground, opened
again a rapid and telling fire from their
Winchesters, “Mira! el Teniente,” was
the word, linked with a savage Spanish
curse that hissed from the black lips of
the nearest, and in an instant Merriam
became the target for the sharp fire of
three magazine rifles, famous for their
accuracy at no greater distance than
the 400 yards that now separated them.
Almost before he could realize it Randy
felt a sharp sting just at the outer edge
of his bridle arm, and knew that the
blood gushed from the wound. Then
all of a sudden his poor troop horse
plunged heavily forward, and, groaning
and struggling, went down in a heap,
bearing his rider helplessly with him.

Two minutes more, as some of the
men dismounted and with rapid and
effective fire scattered the Mexicans to
shelter within the ravine, Corporal Butts
and a trooper succeeded in pulling Mer-
riam frecfrom the madly lashing, strug-
gling, stricken brute, and then it was
found that their pallid. speechless lead-
er had received some serious injury.
All the breath was knocked out of his
body and the bridle arm was broken
midway between the wrist and elbow.
That ended the chase. Four or five
men, it is true, took advantage of the
fact that the lientenant was knocked
out to dash ahead and have a personal
affair with the greasers, and later in
the day, when, after a Jong, long ride,
Trooper Mullen reached a friendly
ravchman on the Santa Clara and had
him send out his spring wagon for the
wounded officer, these enthusiasts came
drifting back, there was reason for be-
lief that their ammunition had not
been entirely spent in vain. But it was
a worn-out, used-up detachment, vs-
corting a two-wheeled, improvised am-
bulance, that recrossed the Santa Clara
late that afternoon and was met there
by the assistant surgeon.

“I hope you saw Mrs. Merriam before
You started.” was Randy's faint greet-
ing. “She wasn’t much worried, was
she? T tried to serawl a line or two,
| and we made the messenger swear |
' was only lamed by the fall of the horse.
’ You saw her—didn't you?"

“No—o," hesitated the doctor, *“I1
didn’t, Merriam. You see therc wasn’t
time. You know how it is with old
DBux. Steady with that stretcher there,
steward. Just let me slip this support
under the lieutenant's shoulder. Yom
know Dux insisted on my starting in-
stantly.”

“But who took my note to her then?
{ Who went to her?" persisted Randy.
' Mlt—it would never do'to have her
‘rightened—now—doctor.”

“Oh, that'll be all right, Randy. Don’t
| worry about that. I'm sure what she
has heard hasn’t hurt her. Mrs.—oh
; ¥es, Mys. Nlayne was over at your house
when I came away.”

e e — ——— T —— " St

some of these unnatural naturali'ajiﬂ
voters and citizens, like as not an in-
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“Thank God for that!™ murmnrdl_.l '
poor Randy, as he took the drink the |

o s RS -
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‘dear woman, anyhow. Now get me
hoiae as soon as you can, old fellow.”
!Sntr the whispered caution to the
driver, given as the doctor reappeared
and, mounting,rode alongside, was: “Go
slow—slow as you can.” Then to the
hospital attendant who had ridden out
withhim he muttered: *“Now rideahead,
Parks, and see if there's any news.

CHAPTER XI1.

When Florence regained strength
enocugh to move she crept slowly back
o ber little parlor, where the beacon
lights that were to summon her hus-
band were still faithfully, fruitlessly
burning. She looked in at the dining-
room and its preparation for cheer and
welcome, and turped away with a
shiver of disgust, and then, with a moan
of pathetic misery, threw herself into
an armchair and tried to think. What
should she do? What could she do? Her
love for Randy was so fond, so glowing,
that she had gifted him with the quali-
ties of a god, leaning upon him in every-
thing, trusting him in everything, rely-
ing upon his word as though it were a
pledge on high; and yet within these
few hours he had, all unasked, given
her his promise not to see or speak with
that—woman again except he came first
to her—his wife—and told her the need:
then had gone secretly, almost directly,
to meet! his old love in the shadows of
the night long afterthe hour that usual-
ly saw the last light extinguished along
officers’ row.

If her old friend from baby days, the
colonel, had come to her and said that
Randy was false; if her idol, her be-
loved father, had added his confirma-
tion of the colonel’s views, she would
have laughed them down so long as
Randy—her hero Randv—swore that
he was true. Many a woman will stand
by her lover against a world in evidence,
yet turn to stone against him when she
sees one apparent sign of
another. Poor girl! He was her first,
her only love. He was hers and conly
hers, and should be only hers, for when
that olher—ereature had scorned and
denied him, had he npot been brought
sore stricken to her doors? Iad she
not won him back to life through the
wenith and glory of her own unsuspect-

love? From the day of their wed-
dinr until this woman came never had
she known a wish that was not his. Day
and night she dreamed, planned, and
thought for him, sought only to make
herself worthier his love, dearer to his
eyes—sweeter o his earess. Who was
there Lo compare with him in manli-
pess, in courtesy, in knightly bearing?
What officer was the peer of Randy—
what officer ever in the dear old
Riflers with whom had been her home

interest in

5
ey

Carrying ber rider helplessly with ben

from baby days? They chided her,
some of the girls, in what they called
her defection. “You used to say there
could be no regiment like the Riflers,
Floy. You used to vow you'd never
marry out of the old regiment.” “Aye,
but that was before Randy came,” was
her simple answer, and then they told
her Randy was her world, and proudly
ske answered: *I believe he is.” They
warned her—some of the older and
wiser matrons—and God knows they
had much on which to base their views
—it was never safe to love any man too
much, even Randy; to which she an-
swered with sunshine in her eyes:
“How could one love Randy too much?"”
Mind you, she never volunteered these
overflowings of her heart, but these
women had been her friends from her
earliest days. She was still shy, even
with him, but such well-meant warn-
ings alwaysseemed to put her on the de-
fensive, as it were, and, poor child, she
believed it her duty to her husband that
she should never allow him to go unde-
fended, even though the attack were
intangible as a woman's sneer. And
they looked so well together, and he was
so proud of her, so devoted to her, “so
conscions of her.,” as some one saids
Nowhere in that garrison was there
man or woman who was able tosay that
Randy had not borne himse!f as an al-
most ideal lover and husband ever since,
that sun-kissed wedding day. Many
eould even feel a sense of what is called
“agreeable disappointment,” which al-
ways strikes me as a phraseologieal
parallel for that other remarkable
euphemism of so many of onr country-
women—*she’s enjoyving poor health.”
Yet withal, Florence had the sympathy,
the genuine affection of all Fort Sedg-
wiek, even in—or rather notwithstand-
ing—her enthusiastic estimate of Ran-
dy’s qualities as Lkusband and as man,
and her own extreme beatitude as
wife. Then Mrs, Buxton ventured to
fire a shot. as she stood watching them
strolling homeward after parade one
evening, absorbed in one another, and
to observe to her own supremely in-
different lord: “There now, Bux,
there's another g“rl making a fool of
herself over a man, only she's the sweet-
est fool T ever knew in my born days.”
Bux himse!f roared it out for Floy's
benefit not Jong after, and did it so that
half Fort Sedgwick heard it, for the one
valuable quality Bux possessed as a
cavalry officer was his voice, The vol-
ume of sound he could produce when
bellowing instructions to a regimental
i&jnnish linewas something prodigious,
but of so rasping and exasperating a
» that his old-time derider, Blake,
d it in force to a fog horn and in |
» power to boiled cabbage—not
‘J'_ b
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a neat comparison but one expressly
fitting.

And now, strangely enough, this mad-
dest of nights poor Florence could not
get those words and that tone out of
her head. She had flushed and turned
speechless away at the time, hurt to her
soul and indignant, too, but the train-
ing of her youth was strong. These
were people her father and mother had
tanght her to respect, and though an-
gry, indignant remonstrance was in
her heart, she stifled the words that
strove to spring to her lipa.

“I expect I've put my foot in it again
lo-day,” reported Bux to his better half,
when he got home.

“Well, I'm sure I'm never surprised.”
was the lady’s prompt reply.

“I fear I've been rude to Col. Buxton,
Randy,” faltered Floy. when that gen-
tleman came in from troop drill an hour
later.

“You couldn’t be rude even to Bux,
my darling,” was his answer, as he
folded her in his arms.

And these are not types of the “first
year wedded” and the *“quarter cen-
tury mated” love as seen in the army. I
have known many and many a couple
who have risen together through every
grade in the line, loved, loving and lov-
ers to the end.

At one o'clock Florence had set her
lights in the parlor window. At two,
with that booming, gong-like sound re-
verberating in her ears, that incessant
repetition of Buxton’s coarse words,
she had sprung from the chairin which
she had been brooding, writhing, shud-
dering for half an hour, and then, tear-
ing down the shade. close looping the
curtains, she hurried to the hall and
locked and bolted the door. “Another
girl making a fool of herself for a man
—another girl!™ God! how the words
rang—resounded through her hrain,

H. A. SMITH,

DENTIST.
Office over G, 8. Varden & Co.

Offce Hours: 8to12a m.: 1to5p. W

GEO. W. DAVIS

Furniture, Window Shades, Oil
Cloths, Carpets, Mattresses,
Ete.

Special attention given to Undertak-
Ing and Repairing.
MaiN STELET,

BOUSE AD LOT AND BLACK-
SHITH SHOP FOR SALE.

DESIRE to sell my house and of,

with blacksmith ehop, at Jackson-

villa, Ky. I will sell for half cash, bal:

ance in twelve months. For further

particulars, address, or call on
BENJ. F. SHARON,
Jacksonville, Ky.
—

SEPERING 1898,

TREES! PLANTS!
VINES !
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The Bluegrass Nurseries offer every-
thing for Orchard, Garden, Lawn. No
Avents,

strawberry and general nursery cate

' alogue on application to

H. F. HILLENMEYER,

LEXINGTON, KY.

buzzed and whirred like angry wasps
in her cars, hissed and rattled. aye,
stung like the venomous reptiles she
had learned to shun from early coild-
heod. *“Making a fool of herself fur a
man who would leave her—so soon—Tfor
that painted—yes—that padded thine!"”

soul, but ecould hate, hate, hate as well!
[TO BE CONTINUED.]

BORN IN A SNUFF MILL.

The Bad Habit of a Famous Portra
ainter,

Gilbert Stuart, the artist, who made
so familiar to Americans the features
of Washingtou and his wife, was once
visited by two [Philadelphia artists.
The visit was notable from the fact that
Stuart imitated the inebriate who al-
ways coneluded his exhortation against
drinking spirits with: “Do as 1
you, not as 1 do.”

One of the artists asked Stuart for a
pinch of snuff from the box in which
he was imserting a thumb and finger

every few minutes, and then applying |

them to his own nostrils.

“I will give it to you,” said Stuart,
proflfering the box, *“but I advise you
not to take it. Snuff-taking is a vile
habit, and should be avoided.”

*Your praclice contradicts your pre-
cept, Mr. Stuart,” answered the gentle-
man.

“Sir, I can’t help it,” replied Stuart. |

“Let me tell you a story. Once I wes
traveling during a very dark night, and
coachee dumped us in a ditech. We
serambled up, and on finding by exami-
nation that cur legs and arms were un-
broken, thought of the poor fellow
shut up in the basket with the baggage.
He was found senseless and his neck
twisted awry.

“A passenger began to untwist the
man’s neck that he might set his head
straight on his shoulders. The sense-
less man, recovered by the wrench,
roared out:

“ ‘Let me alone! Letmealone! I'ni
not hurt! Iwasbornso!’ Gentlemen,™
added Stuart, “I was born so. 1 was
born in a snuff mill,” and he empha
sized the remark by taking an enor-
mous pinch of snuff.

“This,” says the author of “Heir-
looms in Miniature,” *“was literally
true, as Gilbert Stuart's father, a

Scotchman, built the first snuff mill
ever erected in New England.”—Youth’s
Companion,

The Long Journey.

In a certain township not many milea
from Cleveland the good man of a Joeal
household was laid away in the little
churchyard on the hill. After the Yu-
neral the relatives, both near and dis-
tant, returned to the family home and
the officiating pastor came with them.
There they enjoyed a good dinner and
afterward gathered in the best room
for socia! converse. Naturally their
talk turned upon the serions event of
the day, and presently the good pastor,
drawing a deep sigh, solemnly re-
marked: “Well, our departed brother
has gone a long journey.”

There was a brief silence, and then
the cousin of the deceased, a fussy lit-
tle woman with an intense desire to
bear a share in the conversation, sud-
denly 1emarked, in a tone of profound
wisdom: *“Well, you know, brother,
thet they all say that travel is such an
eddicator!”—Cleveland Plain Dealer.

Justifinble Indignation.

One evening John Scott (Lord Eldon)
had been sipping rather too freely of
the convivial bow! with a friend in Ed-
inburgh, and upon emerging into the
gir his intelleet became considerably
confused. Not being able to distin-
guish objects with any degree of cer-
tainty, he felt himself quite capable
of losing his way to his own home.
While in this perplexity he saw some-
one coming toward him whom he asked:
“D’'ye ken whaur John Scott bides?”

“Whaur's the use of your speering
that question? You’re John Scott, him-
sel’.”

“I ken that,” answered John, indig-
nantly, “but it’s no himsel’ that's want-
ed—it’s his house.”—Detroit Free Press,

A Solution.

“But your mother has no objection to
my becoming one of the family.”

“Then perhaps she means to

vou herself!"—Ally Sloper.
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| Work guaranteed satisfactory. Calle
Your work is
' solicited. Prices, reasonable.

| DR. CALDWELL'S
KYYRUP PEPSI
| CURES INDIGESTION.

JRSAPIAKE & OHIO 21,

TIME TABLE.

EAST BOUND,

Lv Louisville. ... 8:30am 6:/0pm
Ar Lexington ... 11l:5am E40pm
Lv Lexington.... 11:3am 8530pm B0am oo¥pm
| Lv Winchester__..1l:35am 9:Xpm kl5am Gi0pm
L Ar Mt Sterimg...12:2pm :50pm 8504 7:.05pmm
C AT Washington. .. ityram 3:40pm

Ar Philadeiphia.l0:iiam 7.05pm

Ar New York....1Z40u'n 9:08pm

'

WEST BOUND.

Ar Winchester..... 7:30am 4:50pm s:’).-tmm 2:!-0p-
Ar Lexington....... B:00am 3:20pm 7:55am 8:45pns
Ar Frankfort....... 9:1lam 6:30pin
ArShelbyville.. 1G0am 7-Apm
Ar Loulsville.... ..l :0am &:15pm
Trains marked thos + run daily ex-
cept Sunday; other trains run daily.
Through Sleepers between Louisvill
Lexington and New York withou
change.
For rates, Sleeping Car reservations ot
any information call on
F. B. CaRrr,
Agent . & N. R. .
82,.GEORGE W. BARNEY, Paria Ky
Div. Pass. Agent,
Lexington, Ky.

The COAST LINE to MACKINAC

==+ TAKE THE <4<

0 el

MACKINAC

G\
DETROIT
PETOSKEY

I CHICAGO

2 New Steel Passenger Steamers

‘The Greatest Perfection vet attained in Boag
Construction — Luxurious Equipment, Artistig
Furnishing, Decoration and Efficient Service,
insuriug the highest degree of

COTIFORT, SPEED AND SAFETY.

Foum Trirs Per WEeEEX Berween

. Toledo,Detroit # Mackinac

PETOSKEY, “ THE SO0,” MARQUETTE,
AND DULUTH.

LOW RATES to Picturesque Mackinac and
Return, including Neals and Berths. From
gleveland. $:8; from Tolede, $15; from Detreit,

13.50.

EVERY EVENING

Between Detroit and Cleveland

Connecting at Cleveland with Earliest Trains
for all points East, Scuth and Southwest and at
Detroit for all points North and Northwest,

Sunday Trips Jure, July, August and September Only.
EVERY DAY BETWEEN

Cleveland, Put-in-Bay # Toleds

Send for Illustrated Pamphlet, Address
"R+ A. SCHANTZ, a. ». a., DETROIT, MIOH,

‘The Detroit and Cieveland Steam Nav. Ga.

The Shortest Line and
The Eest Service between
Cincinnati and the Summer
Resorts of the Great Lakes.

bHADRY mchisan

AND THE GREAT LAKRS.
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